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FEATURING 


THE CRYPT-KEEPER 


ITHE VAULT-KEEPER 


THE OLD WITCH 


NOTORIOUS 1950S EC COMICS! 



u liras Wr 

TERROR 

> w* w% fi vn 

IT HEH.HEH ! I SEE YOU'RE HUNGRY FOR HORROR AGAIN. WELL, REST ASSURED. . .YOUR APPETITE WILL BE 
SATISFIED. IN FACT, WHEN you're THROUGH WITH THIS PUTRID PERIODICAL, YOU WILL HAVE LOST YOUR 
APPETITE ENTIRELY. SO DON'T JUST STAND THERE DROOLING. CONE INF WELCOME ONCE MORE TO THE 
CRYPT OF TERROR. THIS IS YOUR HOST in HOWLS, YOUR NAUSEATING NARRATOR THE CRYPT- KEEPER, 
READY TO CH/LL YOUR SPINE AND CURDLE YOUR BLOOD WITH THE SPINE-TINGLING TALE OF TERROR 

IpOOO FOR THOUGHT 


The evening performance is over and the circus 

GROUNDS ARE SILENT SAVE FOR THE FLAPPING OF 
CANVAS AND THE OCCASIONAL SNORT OFA CAGED 
ANIMAL. OVERHEAD, A COLD MOON ILLUMINATES 
THE MIDNIGHT LANDSCAPE. SUDDENLY, A SHADOWY 
FIGURE EMERGES FROM ONE OF THE DARKENED 
TENTS AND GLIDES OUIETLY ACROSS THE MIDWAY... 
WHISPERING.,. If— 



They embrace.. .warmly... 
PASSIONATELY... HUNGRY LIPS. 


HOLOING CLOSE. 


BUT... YOU SAID' 
YOU CAN ONLY 
READ THE ^ 
THOUGHTS IN ^ 
HIS MIND HE 1 
WANTS you I 
TO READ i 


WHAT ABOUT Yy IE IS ASLEEP. 
CARL ? J HE DREAMS OF 
PAf}/s and the 

^^^^WOMEN HE HAS 

KNOWN .. . 


ME, ERIC. HE HAS 
ALWAYS TAUNTED 
ME WITH THIS 
POWER HE HAS 
OVER ME/ A 


OH, ERIC, 
DARLING. 


we DISCOVERED this ability t 
QUITE BY ACCIDENT MANT YEARS 


AND YOU'VE BEEN 
.UNHAPPY EVER 
SINCE... . 


The man looks into the woman's 

EYES, GREY-GREEN IN THE MOONLIGHT. 

HE TAUNTS 


The woman peers into the 

SHADOWS, STRAINING TO SEE, HER 
HEART RACING. THE MAN STEPS 
INTO THE DIM COLD LIGHT, HIS ARMS 
EXTENDED. . . I i~= > " 


The man shakes his head sadly, stroking the 

WOMAN'S SOFT FLOWING HAIR...|p 
WHY DID YOU EVER T IT WAS A MISTAKE, ERIC. I 
MARRY HIM, MARTA? J MISTOOK this FREAK OF 
' NATURE. . . th is ONCE IN A 
LIFETIME OCCURANCE... 
this ability of carl's to 
PROJECT THOUGHTS 
MINE TO READ THEM... FOR 
LOVE f 


AGO. CARL IMMEDIATELY RECOG- 
NIZED ITS GREAT VALUE. BEFORE 
KNEW IT, WE'D TEAMED UP AS A MIND- 
READING ACT, JOINED THIS TRAVELINI 
CIRCUS, AND WERE MARRIED. 



MISERABLE.' I KNOW NOW THAT 
CARL NEVER LOVED ME. I was 
HIS SUBJECT... HIS THOUGHT- 
PROJECTION RECEIVER.. .a 
OF APPARATUS... NOTHING MORE. 
BUT NOW I KNOW WHAT REAL 








VOICES f COMING FROM 
BEYOND THE NEW ANIMAL 
TRAINER'S TENT... 


HIS VOICE. ..AND 

,, MARTA'S / 


ER BED.' IT IS EMPTY/ 
IERE COULD SHE BE? 


LISTENING TO THE EAGERNESS I 


HIS WIFE'S VOICE...THE PASSION, THE 
HUNGER... I 


...AND AT THE END OF ^ 
THE MONTH WHEN I GET 
MY CHECK, WE WILL 
LEAVE... TOU AND )■ 
I... T06ETHER... 


...BUT LET'S NOT 
TALK ANYMORE, 1 
ERIC, DARLING. 4 
HOLD ME.CLOSE... 


SHE. ..SHE HAS FALLEN 
IN LOVE WITH HIM. SHE 
IS LEAV/N6 ME. SHE... 
I. . .1 MUST 5TOP HER' 


OF COURSE? " TORN TO PIECES BY WILD BEAStA 
THAT'S HOW I CAN STOP HER FROM LEAVING. J 
THAT'S IT? 


The moonlight streams through the open 
FLAP... FALLING ACROSS THE PRINT.. .BLACK LETTERS 
COLD WHITE. ..THE LOCAL 


...AND THEN, SLOWLY, HE RETURNS 
TO HIS TENT ONCE MORE. HE HAS 
HEARD ENOUGH. . 


The WIND SIGHS ACROSS THE CIRCUS GROUNDS, 
WHISPERS AROUND THE TENT ROPES, GASPS AGAINST 
THE CANVAS... CARRYING THE SIGHS, THE WHISPERS, 
THE GASPS OF THE LOVERS IN THE SHADOWS. AND IN 
HIS TENT, CARL STIRS UNEASILY. . . OPENS HIS EYES. . . 


Carl slips on a robe and comes out of his tent... 
OUT INTO THE WHISPERING, SIGHING, 6ASPI NG WIND... 


Carl moves through the moon- 
lit NIGHT. .illS EYES BURNING LIKE 
HOT COALS ...LISTENING... 





Later, when marta returns from 


Only after 


HER RENDEZVOUS, 

| AND CRAWLS BACK INTO BED, CARL PRETENDS HE IS 
|ASLEEP-.r ^ — 


MARTA HAS SLIPPED OFF INTO DEEP 
SLUMBER , DOES CARL STIR. ..AND RISE. ..AND GO OUT 
OF THE TENT... 


AND CROSS DIRECTLY TO THE 


STUMBLES TO HIS FEET. 


NEW ANIMAL TRAINER'S TENT WITH 
GUN 


I HAND...fi 5^^ 
' HUH? WHO'S 
THERE? WHO 


\GET UP.' 

I AND DON'T 
MAKE A 
SOUND f 


r I, ERIC ? IM 
NOT GOING TO 
DO ANYTHING! 
YOUR UON 
. WILL DO THE 
L. WORK ? A 


WHAT ARE YOU 
GOING TO DO, 
« CARL? s' 


WITHOUT ANYTHING. 
JUST YOU AND YOUR 
►w-, UON' r-^_ 


WHAT'S THE MEANING ) SO YOU 
OF THIS, CARL? PUT / WERE GOING 
DOWN THAT GUN... ) TO RUN OFF 
WITH MY 
WIFE, EH, ERIC?/ 
WELL, WE'LL 
SEE ABOUT 
l THAT? MOVE.' 


Carl motions eric out of the 

TENT AND DOWN THE LONG SILENT 
MIDWAY TOWARD THE B 


They cross the tan bark floor of the big top 
UNTIL THEY COME TO THE LION CAGE. THE TAWNY 
BEAST PACES BACK AND FORTH HUN8RILV. . . 
r MY LION.'? } / YES, ERIC. I'M GOING TO ' 

I PUT Y0U IN THE CAOE WITH 

■JHAfl HIM. . . WITHOUT YOUR WHIP. . . 


WITHOUT MY WHIP'? I'D BE 'T PITY IS AN EMOTION 
HELPLESS. ..PARALYZED.. \ BELONGING TO THE 
UNABLE TO DEFEND myself? ) PITIFUL, ERIC. 


FOR GOD'S SAKE, CARL? 
— HAVE PITY.' w 




She runs with the rest of them. 


UNTIL THEY COME TO THE LION 
Tnnmrn'~ rnnr i 


CARL / WHAT WAS THAT ? 
r CARL f CA... mm 


GOOD LORDf 


ERICf 

ERIC.' 


t'sT don't KNOW/ 
/it's com in' V 
"PROM THE M 
DIG - TOP/ 


r YOU DID IT, ^ 
DIDN'T YOU f M 
YOU KILLED 
HIM ? YOU KNEW' 


...AND THEN, THE CIRCUS GROUNDS ECHO WITH THE BLOOO- 
CURDLING SHRIEKS OF A MAN BEING TORN TO SHREDS BY 
THE RAZOR SHARP FANGS OF A BL OOD- CRAZED BEAST ... 


She SCREAMS HIS NAME TWICE, AND THEN SHE JUST 
STANDS THERE, WATCHING THE BEAST LICK AT THE 
SLASHED AND SHREDDED BODY UNTIL SHE HAS TO TURN 
AWAY AS TH E NAUSEA SWEEPS OVER HER... _ _ 

HOW DID ^THE CRAZY FOOL / 

IT HAPPEN?) MUST HAVE COME O, 

HERE TO PRACTICE 


And then, sick, she returns to her tent and 

I SITS AND WAITS, CRYING, UNTIL CARL COMES IN WITH 

HIS COLD IMPASSIVE FACE- 

DIDN'T YOU HEAR ^ 
WHAT THEY SAID, 
MARTA?THEY SAID 
HE MUST HAVE BEEN 
PRACTICING HIS 
ACTf 


Carl's bed is empty? outside 
THE TENT, FOOTSTEPS POUND UP 
THE MIDWAY TOWARD THE BIG-TOP. 
MARTA SLIPS ON A ROBE AND 
B URSTS FRO M THE TE NT. 


Eric's anguished shrieks awaken | 

MARTA AND SHE LOOKS ARO UND 
WILDLY... 





It happens suddenly... without 

WARNING. CARL IS HELPING WITH 
THE DISMANTLING OF THE BIG-TOP 




IS ASSISTANT LIFT POOR CARL 


INTO THE WICKER, MARTA MOVES FORWARD. 


MARTA.' PLEASE.' SAVE ME.' 

I'M ALIVE' MARTA /I'M ALIVE f 
PARALYZED' NOT DEAD.' 
PARALYZED.' MARTAf PLEASE... ~ 

- 


MARTA f MARTA, I AM ALIVE.' l'M 
NOT DEAD/ MARTAf LISTEN TO me/ 
PLEASE.' TRY to HEAR what i 
am THINKING.' I'M PARALYZED, ~ 
MARTAf I’m NOT DEAD .' I’M yjt 
PARALYZED .' I CAN SEE.' I i'jR 
CAN HEAR.' I CAN'T MOVE.' 


ANYTHING^ MARTAf T 
YOU SAY, ) MARIA, ■<: 
ui'Aui / unr I 


' PLEASE DON'T \ 
EMBALM HIM. BURY 
H/M AS HE IS. HE 
WOULD HAVE WANTED 
— -i IT THAT WAY 


STILL SEE... WHISPERS INTO 
PARALYZED EARS THAT CAN 
STILL HEAR. . . fjy |> n» I >l|i 
W GOOD-BYE, V-sT MARTAf 
gjy CARL? OH, GOD? 

ST''- .r"^- 5", MARTA... 


Marta looks down at the still form of her 
HUSBAND LYING ON THE TANBARK FLOOR. AND EVEN 
THOUGH SHE READS HIS THOUGHTS, SHE SHOWS NO 
SIGNS OF RECOGNITION . . . ' 


OH , MARTA.' THANK 
YOU.' THANK YOU.'. 






A SHOVEL DIGS INTO THE SOFT EARTH. 


The digging continues, the shovel scooping away 


THE SOFT EARTH. FINALLY THE LID OF THE COFFIN 

swings back- || wwmi iyvw nvtty 

MARTA.' DARLING' I ... 

OH, LORD .YOU'RE 

NOT MARTA' Ak, - 


MARTA f 
MARTA, 

YOU DID 
COME' YOU 
DID.' , 


And then as carl lies helpless, paralyzed... like a lion-tamer with- 
out A WHIP ...FEELING THE RAZOR SHARP TEETH RIPPING AND TEARING AT HIS 
FLESH. ..UNABLE TO SCREAM AT THE EXCRUCIATING PAIN, HE THINKS OF THE 
NEWSPAPER LYING IN THE MOONLI GHT... THE NEWSPAPER THAT FIRST. GAVE HIM 



HEH.HEH' YEP, KIDDIES.' CARL 
ENDED UP JUST LIKE ERIC ... 

BEING TORN TO BITS AND 
UNABLE TO DEFEND HIMSELF. 

AS FOR MARTA.. .SHE READ CARL'S 
FINAL THOUGHTS, AND GOT 
QUITE A MENTAL PICTURE , 
OF WHAT WAS GOING ON.' JUST 
ONE MORE THOUGHT ON THIS 
WHOLE SUBJECT: AS THE BOP 

CEMETERY FORE- 
MAN KEEPS TELLING 
HIS WORK CREWS, 
'D/6 THAT CRA-AEY 
GRAVE' ' 





Our story begins during world war ii.when the 
UNITED STATES MARINES WERE SLOWLY AND PAINFULLY 
INCHING ACROSS THE SOUTH PACIFIC AREA, INVADI NG AND 
BATTLING FOR EACH BLOODY ATOLL, EACH JAPANESE- 
INFESTED CORAL ROCK. ONE INKY BLACK STARLESS 
NIGHT, A SMALL BOAT MOVED SILENTLY TOWARD THE 
CORAL REEF THAT RINGED THE PEACEFUL LAGOON OF 
ONE OF THESE JAPANESE- HELD ISLANDS. INSIDE, TWO 
MEN CROUCHED QUIETLY, STUDYING THE DANCING FIRES 


The ANCHOR SLID OVER THE SMALL BOAT'S SIDE 
AND DROPPED WITH A MUFFLED SPLASH INTO THE 
BLACK PACIFIC. THEN, STRANGELY, THE TWO MEN 
BEGAN TO UNDRESS... 


mg miif 

IHoRROWf? 


heh,h eh 1 SALUTATIONS, SLIME SAVORERSff now it's time for a jaunt into the VAULT OF HORROR. 
THIS IS YOUR HOST IN HOWLS, THE VAULT-KEEPER, READY TO ENTERTAIN YOU IN C.K.'S MAG WITH A FAVORITE 
YELP-YARN FROM MY CREEP-COLLECTION. SO HAVE THE BICARB REAOY AND I'LL UPSET YOUR STOMACH WITH 
THE TUMMY-TURNER I CALL... 


mm* 


They stood almost naked in the pacific 

NIGHT, MUSCLES RIPPLING. THEY BENT AND SLID 
THE WEIRDLY SHAPED BLACK RUBBER FLIPPERS 
ONTO THEIR FEET.. . PULLED THEIR RUBBER 
MASKS WITH THE ROUND GLASS WINDOWS OVER 
THEIR FACES. . . 





... AND WENT ABOUT THEIR BUSINESS. 
...THE BUSINESS OF CLEARING THE 
WAY FOR THE INVASION OF THE 
FOLLOWING MORNING. THE ONE 
NAMED LARRY GLIDED DOWNWARD, 
FLICKING ON HIS LAMP, SEARCHING 
OUT THE TREACHEROUS PROPELLER- 


. . AS THE OTHER, THE ONE NAMED 
PHIL, SKIMMED BELOW THE SUR- 




WlTH THE NETTING CLIPPED AND 
SAWED AND CUT AWAY AND RENDERED 
HARMLESS, LARRY SHOT TOWARDS 
PHIL TO HELP PLACE THE DEMOLI- 
TION CHARGES, HIS LANTERN BEAM 
RUNNING ACROSS THE SANDY 
BOTTOM OF THE LAGOON. . . 




LARRY CIRCLED OVER THE BED, STUDYING THE 
SHELLED SEA CREATURES WITH 
GLOBED GEMS IMBEDDED IN THEIR 




' WE'LL COMEBACK, V 
PHIL' AFTER THIS CRAZY ^ 
MESS IS OVER, WE'LL COME 
BACK FOR THOSE PE A RLE, 
AWE'LL BE RIC Hfr&Q 


At DAWN THE NEXT MORNIN6.THE 
ASSAULT BOATS STORMED THE 
QUIET LAGOON, AND PROPELLERS 
CHURNED BLOOD INTO THE WATERS 
ABOVE THE OYSTER BED. . . 


The BEACHHEAD WAS SECURED. 

THE DEMOLITION TEAM'S WORK 
WAS DONE. LARRY AND PHIL WERE 
SHIPPED ELSEWHERE TO OTHER 
ISLANDS, WITH OTHER LAGOONS.. ■ 


V~J DAY? PEACE f IT CAME SUD- 
DENLY... AFTER THE SECOND A-BOMB 
WAS DROPPED. THE JAPANESE SIGNED 
AN UNCONDITIONAL SURRENDER AND 
THE WAR WAS OVER. . . 


THEY SAY THIS ATOM' 
BOMB WIPED OUT A 
WHOLE CITY, PHIL. 
MAYBE THE JAPS'LL 
SURRENDER NOW. 
bl. THEN. . . 


C'MONf 

STOP 

dream/h' 

I ABOUT THOSE 
PEARLS' 
NOW GET I 

l gvsr/MM 


" HEY, PHIL.' SHIPPING 
ORDERS' WE'RE A 
GO/HG HOME' 

WE'RE GETT/H6 M 
^ OUT' S-M- 


The two men surfaced beside their boat, gasping 

FOR BREATH.. . 

DID YOU SEE IT, PHIL? THERE. W’ DON'T BE a' 
GASP... THERE MUST BE A FORTUNE \ FOOL , 

IN PEARLS IN THAT OYSTER BED* J LARRY • I'VE 
I’M GOING BACK... GASP... DOWN. 


Minutes later, the small boat was humming 

SEAWARD. BEHIND, THE DEMOLITION CHARGES E XPLODED 
IN THE PLACID LAGOON SIGNALLING THE MI6HTY BATTLE 
WAGONS OFFSHORE TO BEGIN THEIR BARRAGE. LARRY 
SWORE ABOVE THE DIN... 

rrMrilB 


F SET THE 
CHARGES, 
c ‘m on.' l et 's 

GET OUT OF 
HERE.' 




Larry tried to hide the jealous 

ANGER. ..THE HURT THAT HE FELT. 
GLADY'S PREFERENCE HAD COME AS A 






[N, PEARL HARBOR, AND THE U.S. WAS IN A WAR. THE 
COME TO LARRY AND PHIL... ASKED THEM 
THE UNDERWATER DEMOLITION TEAM. AND 



And now they were back from 

THE WAR, STANDING ON A JAMMED 
PIER FULL OF RETURNED SAILORS 
AND SOLDIERS AND HAPPY LOVED 
ONES, AND PHIL HAD WON AGAIN. . . 


GETTING 
HARRIED 
TOMORROW 1 


They struggled wildly, there in the foaming And larry came out of the water alone with 

SURF OF THAT LONELY CALIFORNIA BEACH. LARRY A GRIM SMILE ON HIS FACE AND THE STORY HE'D TELL 




Gladys listened to larry as he 

SOBBED OUT THE STORY OF HOW 
THEY'D GONE SWIMMING. ..HE ANO 
PHI L. . . AND PHIL'D GONE DOWN. . . AND_ 




Were his eyes DECEIYIN6 him? was the foam and 

THE SPRAY AND THE CHURNING WATER BESIDE THE SHIP 
PLAYING TRICKS ON HIM, OR DID HE ACTUALLY SEE 
THE BLOATED WHITE BODY?. . 




Was it a DREAM? or did larry actually SEE the 
WHITE PULPY FISH-PITTED FACE IN the porthole 



And was the FOUL ODOR of the SEA and DECAY 
AND ROTTING FLESH THAT SEARED HIS NOSTRILS 
WHEN HE OPENED HIS CABIN OOOR THAT NIGHT JUST 
LARRY'S IMABINATIOH?. | 



And was it the SEA, OR oid he actually HEAR 
THAT LAUGHTER... THAT RIPPLIN6 BLOOD-CUR- 
DLIH6 LAUGHTER COMING IN FROM THE MURKY FOG 
BEYOND THE SHIP THE NIGHT HE STROLLED THE 



On that plane trip south... 

SKIMMING LOW OVER THE BLUE 
PACIFIC... WAS LARRY CRAZY.. . 
OR DID HE SEE IT AGAIN... THERE 


JUST BELOW HIM... THAT ASHEN, 
PULPY, BLOATED FORM ?. . . 



The atoll came up... a pearl 

AGAINST A BLUE SATIN SEA- 
LINING. .. GUARDING ITS OWN 


PEARL TREASURE. LARRY CAST 
HIS FEARS FROM HIS MIND WHEN 
HE SAW IT. . . 




The tiny seaplane came down gently and sat 

BOBBING QUIETLY IN THE BLUE LAGOON AS LARRY 
UNPACKED HIS GEAR, REMOVED THE FLIPPERS AND 
RUBBER GLASS- WINDOWED MASK, AND BEG AN 




HEH.HEH' YEP, KIDDIES' THAT'S MY YARN. 
THE PILOT OF THE SEAPLANE WAITED 
AROUND FOR LARRY TO COME UP FOR 
SEVERAL HOURS. FINALLY, HE SHRUG- 
GED, WENT THROUGH LARRY'S PANTS, 
EXTRACTED THE MONEY FROM HIS WALLET 
TOSSED THE REST OF LARRY'S GEAR INTO 
THE LAGOON, AND TOOK OFF. AND YOU'LL 
TAKE OFF WHEN YOU READ THE NEXT 
JYAULT- KEEPER YARN.' heh...heh.' now 
’ I'LL TURN YOU BACK TO 
C.X.f I'LL SEE YOU 
NEXT IN MY MAG, THE 
VAULT or HORROR / 
'BYE/ E.C., THAT is.' 







Mildred jackson flung open the door of her house and squealed with joy. he stood on the hunt- 

starved FRONT PORCH, DRESSED RESPLENDENTLY IN HIS CAPTAIN'S UNIFORM, HIS FACE BRONZED FROM FORTY 
TEARS at SEA. HIS EYES COLD AND SQUINTIN G. HIS MO UTH GRIM, HIS TWO SUIT CASES BESIDE HIM, . . 

I ^ZRA? EZRA / WHY DIDNT YOU WRITE MeS^^^HElIo, MILLY.” GOT A PLACE TOR') 

YOU WERE COMING TO VISIT?/ OH, EZRA li; «|^H|^L YER OLD SEA DOG BROTHER TO ^ 

Lrr's so good to SEE you again. JggifiBjQSSBC bunk down for a spell? 1a* 


[p.lOwjstfci'n 



MlLLY LED EZRA INTO 







That was how ezra jackson came to live with 

HIS SISTER MILDRED. AT FIRST, MILLY WAS VERY 
...... ' SHE WAS AN OLD 




-YES, CAPTAIN 
F JACKSON f 


PHAAAH? YOU CALL THIS 


’ it's. . .it's the BEST) 
WE CAN AFFORD, y 
• Ezra? PLEASE 
TRY TO UNDERSTAND') 


FOOD ? you DARE to feed! 
THIS SLOP to your 
CAPTAIN ? YOU OUGHT W 
TO BE STRUNG UP AND M 

\GIVEN TEN LASHES^y&m 


^ ILLY HA ° BEEN A SCHOOL TEACHER IN HER YOUNGER 
YEARS. SHE'D WORKED HARD AND MANAGED TO SAVE A 
SMALL AMOUNT OF MONEY. SHE'D USED PART OF IT TO 
BUY THE HOUSE SHE NOW LIVED IN. THE REST, SHE'D 
INVESTED WISELY, AND SHE'D BEEN ABLE TO LIVE 
COMFORTABLY. BUT WITH EZRA'S ARRIVAL, HER MEAGER 
INCOME WAS NOT ENOUGH 


L UNDERSTAND ONE THING. 
YOU GALLEY PIG. EITHER k 
THE FOOD IMPROVES , OR ^ 
IT’S /RONS FOR YOU. AND 
IT'S "CAPTAIN JACKSON “? 
y'HEAR? 



So MILLY WAS FORCED TO EARN EXTRA MONEY TO 
AUGMENT THE SMALL INCOME SHE DERIVED FROM HER 
INV ESTMENTS. SHE HAD TO TA KE IN W ASHING... 
['"where in blazes ARe))^^.)\nthe^£uJr^\ 
YOU, YOU SLOPPY CAPTAIN. I'M DOING THE 

k SEA COOK? ) \ SHIP'S LAUNDRY fjgt 


Ezra stood in the center of the cellar 


Milly was helpless, she had no other choice.. 

EXCEPT, PERHAPS, TO HAVE EZRA PUT AWAY. SO SHE 
CALLED IN A CARPENTER- A PLUMBER ... 


FLOOR, STARING ABOUT 
EYES... 


^ AVAST, 


T PERFECT? PERFECT? ^ 

JUST THE PLACE FOR MY 
QUARTERS. HERE ...YOU.. 
•SEND FOR THE SHIP'S 
CARPENTERS . ..THE ^ 
SHIP FITTERS. . . 


' PLEASE GENTLEMEN. 
REMEMBER. HUMOR 
HIM ? HE'S ...QUITE 
^ HARMLESS... m 


r OH, COURSE,! WE 1 
MISS (UNDER- 
NACKSONf^ yT/fA^, 
miss 

ytfi U Ijackson? 


Ezra came down the cellar stairs, screamin 
'YOU'RE "BELOW", YOU DUMB ^JTY-YES, CAPTAIN r ' 
LANDLUBBER. NOT "IN I'M ...BELOW? A 

THE CELLAR". "BELOW"? . 


UP THERE? 
* COME 1 
BELOW' 



Ezra stormed about in the cellar, shouting 

OUT HIS OROERS... 
f RIP OUT 
CLOSE 
WALLS. 

WALLS. SET IN 
SEAL PORT HOLES. ..THAT 





Poor milly would escape, every chance she could 

GET, AND LOCK HERSELF IN THE UPSTAIRS BATHROOM IN 
ORDER TO DO THE WASH IN THE TUB. AND AS SHE 
SCRUBBED, SHE WOULD LISTEN TO EZRA'S RANTING AND 


(SCRUB OUT THAT % 
HEAD, YOU FO'C'SLE 
tt\DRUD6E/ 


-YES, CAPTAIN' 


Tease the helm.' 6/ye eh more + 
RUDDER f STEADY AS YOU 60/ HARD 
APORTf STEADY.' STEADY SO/ 


T HE HOT WATER, RUNNING INTO THE 
TUB OVER THE SOAKING CLOTHES 
SENT UP CLOUDS OF STEAM WHICH 
FILLED THE LOCKED BATHROOM... 


AHOY / AHOY THERE/ 

- SHIP AHOY/ HOLD f 
FAST. STAND BY/ J 


One HOT SUMMER'S DAY, EZRA 
STOOD AT THE OPEN PORT HOLE, 
SHOUTING OUT AT THE SEA-SCAPE 
SCENE BEYOND... 


With her investments wiped out and the \ 

INCOME FROM THEM GONE, MILLY HAD TO TAKE IN ) 
MORE WASH THAN SHE COULD HANDLE IN ORDER TO( 
MEET EXPENSES. AND EZRA'S ABUSE BECAME 
WORSE A“" "nocc — i 


While upstairs, directly over-| 

HEAD IN THE BATHROOM, MILLY 
PANTED OVER A LOAO OF WASH.. 





In his cellar ship's QUARTERS, CAPTAIN JACKSON 
LISTEN AS THE WATER, LEAKING DOWN FROM THE OVER- 
FLOWING BATHTUB ABOVE, FILLED THE SPACE BETWEEN 
THE FALSE MAHOGANY PANELED WALLS AND THE 



The CELLAR FILLED WITH STEAM. CAPTAIN JACKSON 
STAGGERED TO THE PORT HOLES, SLAMMED THEM SHUT. 
THE PRESSURE OF THE WATER CRUMBLED THE PANELED 


Slowly the water rose in the cellar, boiling, 

SCALDING, BLISTERING EZRA'S AGED BODY. BUT HE 
STUBB ORNL Y S TOOD FAS T... , 

| ^^^K^abandonshipS the captain J 
JHNB’ must remain... J jgj 


WALLS 


ABANDON SHIPS WE'RE SINKING f j 


... Until the rising hot water reached his chin„.his neck_poured 

INTO HIS MOUTH AND STEWED HIS TONGUE... HIS THROAT.. HIS LUNGS... 


/HEE.HEE.' YEP, KIDDIES. THAT'S) 
MY MORBID MARINE OFFERING./ 
EZRA FINALLY ENDED UP.AH 
HOT WATERS THIS IS THE FIRST) 
^CASE ON RECORD BY THE WAY, OF ( 
A CAPTAIN GOING DOWN WITH / 
HIS SHIP in the MIDDLE of a \ 
KANSAS PRAIRIE... IN A CELLAR) 
AND NOW, i'll turn you over to \ 
THE OLD WITCH, I 
^■Hwho is waitingto( 
UP MY R££K-\ 
B r RAG /REMEMBERS] 

WW/iS,, r \ W IF V0URE A SAN... I 
AN addict.. . 
you're an ., e. C. < 
WIlS&M M SAN- ADDICTS \ 
’ 8YE > NOw v 


glugg. 
GLUGG . 


I 


mr* 




HEE.HEEf AND NOW, IT'S MORBID- MEAL-TIME. WELCOME TO THE HAUNT OF FEAR, CREEPS. THIS IS YOUR 
REVOLTING RESTAURATEUR, THE OLD WITCH, READY TO SUNG SLIME. . . and WIND UP C.K.'S MUCK- 
MAG for THIS IDIOTIC ISSUE, care for some SEAFOOD? well, here's a TASTY TERROR TID-BIT I 
TO TURN YOUR STOMACH. I CALL THIS SLOP-SERVING. . . ^ 


Calvin dugan stood in the spotless kitchen of I 
THE SEA SHELL RESTAURANT' STARING IN MOR- ■ 
BID FASCINATION AT THE SQUIRMING, BLUE-GREEN, " 
SPINEY- LEGGED CLAWED CREATURES THAT SCRATCHED 
DRYLY AROUND AT THE BOTTOM OF THE BUTTER TUB. 
CAUTIOUSLY, HE REACHED IN AND PULLED ONE OF I 
THEM FROM THE TUB, HOLDING IT UP. HE LAUGHED 


SADISTICALLY. 


7 YOU'RE NEXT, YOU DISGUSTING 
THING. NOW, NOW? DON'T STRUGGLE? 
IT'S NO USE? HEH, HEH f 


Calvin reached for a knife, he placed the 

STRUGGLING LOBSTER, BELLY Ul? ON THE HUGE WOODEN 
KITCHEN TABLE AND GRINNED DOWN AT IT. .. 






Calvin moved the thrashing split lobster onto 

A RACK AND SLID IT INTO THE STOVE, BELOW THE LICK- 
ING BLUE FLAMES OF THE BROILER — 


The LOBSTER SQUIRMED. CALVIN FORCED THE KNIFE 
BLADE AGAINST ITS SOFT- SHELLED UNDERSIDE AND, 
WITH A SLIGHT SAWING MOTION, CRUNCHED IT THROUGH. 
THE LOBSTER, NOW PRACTICALLY SEVERED IN HALF, 
STILL WRIGGLED ITS SPINET LEGS AND WAVED ITS 
HUGE CLAWS AWKWARDLY .. . _ r 


"and now, we BROIL YOU ALIVE. 
WE LISTEN TO YOU HISS AND POP 
UNTIL YOU TURN ORANGE-RED 
AND YOU STOP YOUR SQUIRMING.. 


'HEH, HEH. H 0 W I WISH THAT 
I HAD SOME SENSITIVE 
INSTRUMENT SO that i - 
COULD HEAR YOUR BLOOD- 
CURDLING SHRIEKS, 
LITTLE UGLY MONSTER.. J 


Behind calvin, the sea shell 

RESTAURANT'S CHEF SHOOK HIS 
HEAD ASHE WATCHED HIS EMPLOYER 


Calvin stared into the stove 

AT THE BROILING LOBSTER. HIS 
EYES GLINTED ALMOST MANIACALLY 
AS HE WATCHED ITS STRUGGLING 


XMUST LOWER THE FLAME 
SO THAT THE NEXT ONE WILL 
DIE SLOWER f 


I HATE 


' WHY DO YOU TAKE 
SUCH SADISTIC 
DELIGHT in * 
KILLING those 
POOR LOBSTERS, J 
MR. DUGANT^^f 


THEM, 

JOHN? 


DEAD, ALREADY, 
BLAST IT f y. 


j PERHAPS... TO A * 
LOBSTER... IT IS YOU 
y WHO ARE UGLY, jgt 
L__ MR. DUGAN'^^H 


A LOBSTER IS HIDEOUS. 
UGLYf IT DESERVES TO 
SUFFER, JOHN. ITS OWN 
UGLINESS MERITS an a 
M^UGL Y DEATH.. . A 


CREATURES? HORRIBLE 
CREATURES SHOULD 
r DIE HORRIBLY f ^ 


Calvin's face grew grim as he turned to his chef... 


a LOBSTER ISA 
LIVING THING, MR 
DUGAN. NO LIVING 
THING SHOULD BE • 
MADE TO SUFFER. 



Meanwhile, at that very moment, a few 

MILES UP THE SEACOAST FROM THE SEA SHELL 
RESTAURANT, A FISHERMAN GUIDED HIS INBOARD 
OVER THE TOSSING OCEAN SWELLS TO A CORK 
FLOAT FROM WHICH FLEW A TATTERED FLAG 


r THE LAST ONE. IF THERE IS NOTHI 
IN THIS ONE, WE WILL HAVE NO MONEY 
FOR FOOD/* ^ , — rf 


Finally, the lobster trap surfaced, and the 

FOUL SCENT OF THE FISH HEA0, PLACED WITHIN IT 
AS BAIT, SEARED THE FISHERMAN'S NOS TRILS... 
E^^^^LMPTY/Tl L EMPTY^~not^>NE ^ 
LOBSTER IN ANY OF MY POTS. 


Sadly, the fisherman guided his inboard back to 

THE BEACH WHERE A WOMAN AND CHILD STOOD IN THE 
DOORWAY OF A WIND-SCARRED SHACK, WAITING... 


NOT A ONE, LUCY { NOT ONE 
LOBSTER f I CANNOT JZB? 
UNDERSTAND IT. 


LUCK? 


r FISH / THE BOy\f PERHAPS J 
NEEDS M/LK, LUCY. J TOMORROW 
LOBSTERS COULD J YOUR LUCK * 
BUY HIM MILK. J will CHANGE, 
LOBSTERS BRING/ AND YOUR POTS 
A GOOD PRICE, ywiLL BE FULL, . 
BUT I CANNOT J AMBROSE. 
CATCH THEMf 

my pots lie iwmQWLfifm/wBG 

r empty/ 


POPPA 


- MAKE 

[i AM HUNGRY. < THE BOY SOME 
ggf'F/SH, AMBROSE. 


The FISHERMAN PULLED UP BESIDE THE BOBBING MARKER 
AND PULLED IT INTO HIS SEA SKIFF. SLOWLY, TEDIOUSLY, 
HE HAULED IN THE DRIPPING LINE THAT WAS FASTENED TO 
THE CORK FLOAT... 


X CANNOT UNDERSTAND IT. ALL ALONG 
THE COAST, OTHER LOBSTER FISHERMEN 
ARE FINDING TWO, MAYBE THREE LOBSTERS 
N EACH OF THEIR POTS. FOR TWO WEEKS 


The FISHERMAN ENTERED HIS OINGY 
SHACK AND SAT DOWN WEARILY,,, 

V PERHAPS ^TOMORROW W 
TOMORROW, / TOMORROW . ..WE 
AMBROSE... J HAVE SAID THAT A 
FOR TWO WEEKS / 





I AND LEFT. CALVIN 
MOTOR 
THE NIGHT, 

TO THE ALMOST 


After a while, calvin left 

THE RESTAURANT. HE LOCKED UP 
CAREFULLY. BUT HE DID NOT GET 
INTO HIS CAR. INSTEAD, HE 
WALKED DOWN TO THE BEACH. . . 


He MOVED DOWN THE BEACH TO 
WHERE A SEA SKIFF WAS MOORED. 
UNTYING IT, CALVIN PUSHEO THE 
CRAFT INTO THE ONCOMING BREAKERS. 




Ambrose, the lobster fisherman, paced the floor 

OF HIS DINGY SHACK. LUCY, HIS WIFE, WATCHED HIM 
WITH SAD EYES. . , . 


Ambrose stopped pacing, he listened, far away.ov 

THE ROAR OF THE SURF POUNDING THE NEARBY BEACH, 
AMBROSE HEARD A SOUND... A DULL HUMMING SOUND.. 


COME TO BED, AMBROSE. 
YOU MUST GET UP EARLY. 


A SEA SKIFF... OUT THERE... in 
THE NIGHT. SO THAT'S /T F 


what /s r 

AMBROSE 


Far out on the moonlit waves, 

CALVIN DUGAN LIFTED A LOBSTER 
POT INTO HIS SEA SKIFF .. ^^^— 

'^iVO~BEAiJr/Ef^~^X% H 

SEVER TEEN ALREADY 

AND I'VE ONLY RAIDED 

HALF Of Hli TRAPS... ^^B . 


r I'LL GET 
HIM, LUCY! 
I'LL GET - 
. H/Mf A 



Suddenly calvin looked up. scarcely one hundred 

YARDS AWAY, ANOTHER SEA SKIFF GLIDED TOWARD HIM 





Ambrose snarled. 


Ambrose screamed. 


TNO/ I WON'T TAKE 
YOUR MONEY' IT'S J 
JAIL FOR YOU. . . r ^[ 
> JAIL... J \ 


f YOU 

FORCE 

IE TO DO/ 
THIS, ‘‘S 
A B ROSE' ' 


PAY me'? NEVER/ /don’t be 
I'M GOING to REPORT /a FOOL, 
YOU TO THE POLICE, i AMBROSE '" 
THEY'LL throw /i'll pay - 
YOU IN JAIL, WHERE ) YOU WELL 
YOU BELONG/ VYo FORGET . 

THIS.' / 


r YOU UGLY THIEF/ T^ll PA, 
YOU HIDEOUS MONSTER 7) YOU, 
MY CHILD HAS GONE W^AMBROS 
WITHOUT MILK AND f fLL PA 
MEAT AND CLOTHES 
r BECAUSE OF YOU / I 


THE KNIFE BLADE IN CALVIN DUGAN'S HAND 
GLINTED IN THE MOONLIGHT... * 

^■^nowTTll'have TO /OLL^YOU) 
AMBROSE... TO KEEP YOU 
■| FROM TALKING... 


Ambrose's shriek echoed across the heaving water 

AS CALVIN PLUNGED THE KNIFE INT O HIS WRITHING BODY 
AGAIN AND AGAIN... I . ^ jiLllI < 





FOR DETAILS, READ 
C.K.'S COLUMN? W 


He'd started home... roaring down the coast 

ROAD AT BREAKNECK SPEED ...WHEN THE BLOW-OUT 
OCCURRED... _ - 


As CALVIN'S LURCHING CAR SPUN OVER, THE STEERING 
WHEEL SHATTERED, RIPPING INTO HIS BODY.. .TEARING ... 

SLASHING... 




riE LAY THERE, PINNED, SQUIRMING, HIS BODY ALMOST SPLIT IN TWO, 
AS THE OVERTURNED CAR CAUGHT FIRE AND THE FLAMES LICKED AT HIM 
and HE SCREAMED AND SHRIEKED AND WAS BROILED ALIVE... 


HEE, HEE: THAT'S MY STORY, KIDDIES.' 

CALVIN ENDED UP like the LOB- 
STERS he'd been STEALING, when 
I CAME UPON HIS BURNING CAR, HE 
WAS JUST ABOUT DONE. I was SO 
{MAD. THERE WASN’T A DROP OF 
\ BUTTER SAUCE around? and 
TALKING about SAUCE, you'd 7 
BUTTER HURRY UP AND join US 
E.C. FAN-ADDICTS. 1 but remem- i 
BER, MEMBERSHIP IS LIMITED TO 
25QOO0 OOO PEOPLE. SO DON’T 
LOSE OUTf GET BACK ISSUES ( 
OF OUR PERVERTED PERIODICALS 1 
J3 — AND WRITE T0 THE i 

1 CREEP- KEEPER 

/ ^0 LET HIM KNOW 

WHAT YOU THINK OF | 

K7 ■ our book... 


Slowly, the boat, with Ambrose's 

BODY, SANK BELOW THE TOSSING 
OCEAN WAVES... /—t-y T 

l\M ' . 
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